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prison at Madrid, no doubt to have him murdered there, and
that the poor wretch was already at the gate of the town,
ordered me to set out with a  squadron of dragoons, and                    \
prevent at any cost the entry of the Prince of the Peace into
the capital, letting the officers of his escort know that he,                    r;
Murat, would hold them responsible for their prisoner's life.                  jL
Two leagues from the suburbs I came upon Godoy.  Although                  W-
the unhappy man was terribly wounded and covered with                   *
blood, the guards who escorted him had been cruel enough to
put irons on his hands and feet, and to tie him on a rough
open- cart where he was exposed to the scorching rays of the
sun, and to thousands of flies attracted by his wounds, which
were   scarcely  covered  with   coarse  linen   rags.     I   was
indignant at the sight, and glad to see that it produced the
same effect on the French squadron which accompanied me.
The guards escorting the Prince of the Peace, about one hundred in number, were supported by half a battalion of infantry. I explained my object politely to the commanding officer, but he replied with extreme arrogance that he did not take his orders from the commander of the French army. Adopting the same tone, I said that my business being to execute those orders, I should use every means to prevent the prisoner from being taken any farther. My dragoons were not recruits, but stalwart veterans of Austerlitz; determination could be read in their faces. I placed them in line so as to bar the passage of the cart, ancl told the officer of the guard that I waited for him to fire the first shot, but that I should then at once charge with my squadron upon him and his men. The officers of my dragoons had already given                  f
the order to draw swords, and the ardour of our adversaries                ^
appeared to be cooling a little when the commander of the                  ]F
half battalion in the rear came to the head of the column to see what the disturbance was about, and I recognised in him                   ,
Don Miguel Eafael Ooeli, the jolly officer with whom I had                   i
travelled from Nantes to  Salamanca in   1802.1    Being a                 ,1
sensible man he understood Murat's reasons for objecting to                  I
the Prince of the Peace being brought into Madrid.    If he
1 See p. 97.